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id I? 


t startle 
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, 


Didn 
you 


She went behind the waterfall! 
There must be a cave. 


| We'll have to follow her. 


Wait! There are bound 
to be sentries. 


And they can undoubtedly spot 
intruders through the water. 


MƏK: o  / 6H These should be about right... 


hat should we do? ۱ y remove our friend's clothes. 
m... P Ill be back in a minute. 


Kenshin's been gone a long 

time...I just hope he's OK. 
à He still hasn't recovered 
fully from those shuriken. 


I'd better 
get changed 
before he 
returns. 


You won't need them with mel BE X I see you had no difficulty 
: acguiring a disguise. 


ーー 5.4: been LA 


Be careful not to step in any of this water... 
anyone can smell that we aren't kitsune... 
we don t need wet fur making it easier to spot us! 


Sounds like your "girlfriend" -- 
reporting to her commander about us. 


..but the old Fool v was pdrsored 
and must surely be dead by novvl 


= We shall have the princeling before sunset! | Per 


"Lord Busu will be most pleased. 


ir, what about Shinjo? [$3 


ES N 


. he was with me | 

when we found the prince. 
Masakado killed him! 

FRE EW r NI i A 


———— ise nl —i 


He was kitsune did his duty | 
Still, if you want revenge... I will allow . 
YOU to take the princeling's head. 


—nn — - — s 


Take five of the men and bring him here. 
I wish to meet him before he dies! 


=] Hai, Taisho! 


| Sensei...that nin) ja's voicel I've never. 
heard anything so... DEAD soundingl 


Why would Nia build m 
It's too sturdy and look 
at the braces here! 


The Kitsune didn't build this ان‎ 
| It looks more like a vault that 
they" ve ms halen to use as a base. 


4 دس د‎ yi Hår £ Ë 
LEE ə BE وه غا غلا . د‎ 
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e very observant, stranger. 
Identify yourself! 


u am a retainer of Lord Masakado 
and that is my student you're holding! 
Who are you? 


ala —€— 


You may call me Karasu*. 
Why have you come here? 


=| Your lord is dead... 
| but he was an ally. 


ze were 77 by Kifsüne ¡E 
and followed them back Nez 


Not so fast. That is not your concern. Ih 
What is kept in this vault? been sent to stop the Kitsune 
ーーーーーーーー | from taking it. Leave quickly... 
or it shed | be e your tomb! 


THIS ninja had a i 1 
i We're under the river! 


He's going to flood the cavel : 


— = 


ET‏ ا کا 


| I think we had bette 
leave this place... 
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Exactly how do you 
intend to do THAT? 


y 


To be conchided--NEXT ISSUE! 


NEN SE 


` N 
N 


f, 
Ç 
“ə 

Y 


x 


WA) ln 


Dammit.. quee سوه‎ 


aL Z 
The hunter has ーーー Am ana rg İ 
| become the hunted! You know the rules — — 
of the game. Iclaım your carcus form 
menl. Do not resist me or your death 


| will be slow and painful! N 


Isubmit to you. Please make 
ita quick Kill.. 


id Stand up. I 
want to see how 


much meat you £ 
have. / 


Kind of scrawny, but you will do for a light snack. 
Strip off your loincloth. I don't like getting 


leather stuck between my teeth. R 
yi o... y پس‎ i 
> — ən 
ーー = mn の | چ سے‎ i 
/ AAANY y TÅ 1 خا‎ 
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I hope you 
hake a m 
bones bitch... 


The hunt for you wasn't very exciting so I will give you a second 
chance. My mate is away in the valley with ん d arty. 

Satisfy my other “needs” and I will stat 
you for my dinner another time... 


Iknow ` 
what you 
want, 


So you think m. 
I am scrawny? 
Ihave plent 


of “meat” to p 
p» your betty! 4 ! i 1 
> There is more で 
. ا‎ i than one wa に 
to satisfy A EN ] 
په‎ 


て 


y) We'll see how 
ood a snack. 
ven ATE... 


I ARRRAAHH! 


You're GREAT! I can’t wait 
to hunt you down again 
and see if you taste as 


good As You fuck! pr 


You'll never get that chance 
you BITCH! 


S 


— 


Great work, everyone! That's a wrap for today! 
See you bright and early tomorrow for the 
raptor orgy scene! 


ASN 


Hmm... Im not sure that was my 
best performance. 


Maybe we should shoot it again? 


ノ 


Rehearse at my place and 
maybe catch some dinner? 
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( BARBARIANS... } 


VY YOU HEAR THAT, 
SABRE? THEY'RE GOING 
TO SELL THE POOR CUB 


AS A SLAVE! 


OF THEM AND TWO OF US. 
WE CAN'T TAKE THEM ALL, 


WE NEED TO GET BACK 
— TO THE RANGER”S CAMP 
ES E GOOD LITTLE AND GATHER REINFORCEMENTS 
odd : BEFORE WE... 


SLUT. SOON YOU'LL BE READY 


FOR MARKET. FETCH A FINE 
PRICE FOR YOU IN FARSTATION. 


s THERE'S NO TIME! ITS 
MA HALF-DAY'S JOURN 

BACK, AND THEY 
COULP BE GONE 


YOU'RE SET ON GETTING US 
KILLED, AREN'T YOU? ALRIGHT, 
WE PLAY IT YOUR WAY. BUT I 
DON’T AGREE WITH THIS IN 

ANY WAY, SHAPE, OR Form. / 
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I GET 


STOP, YOU FOOLS 
BACK HERE! 


Y HOLD THAT POSE, SCUM. YOU'LL BE 
( GETTING USED TO IT IN THE KING'S 
DUNGEONS, 


p 
220 


ーー 
R < 17 
' CHARMED AND WHO ARE YOU, AFTER Y 
2 _ WE'VE JUST SAVED YOUR BUTT? 


aS 


HHH, YOUN : NO ONE WILL HURT YOU NOW. AND L 
WILL PROTECT YOU, I SWEAR. 


TH-THANK YOU, I... I DON'T 


KNOW HOW TO REPAY YOU... 


RANGERS, ITS OUR HONOR. 
CLEANED UP. 
ES WE 


"ÖYOU CAN'T IMAGINE THE THINGS I WILL PO TO YOU.) 
"Y YES T SAW HOW EFFECTIVE YOU SLAVER BASTARDS WER 


, i SA E 
FIGHTING TWO RANGERS. NOW SHUT UP AND PICK UP YOUR FEET, 
pz ıı ټم‎ AS 7 


HTA 


i E REN 
FIM GOING TO TAN YOUR INSIDES FOR A BEL 
AND FEAST ON YOUR LIVER. 
SS WIL ; 
AT THE KING'S RANGERS’ CAMP BECKTON O 


WHAT THE HELL DO YOU MEAN YOU'RE N 
PUTTING US ON REPORT?? > 


WARNING, NOT DISCIPLINING. PROTOCOL CALLEP FOR YOU 
TO RETURN TO BASE CAMP AND REPORT, AND WE WOULD 
HAVE. SENT OUT A PARTY To DEAL WITH THE SLAVER 2. 


LISTEN, I WANTED TO COME BACK BUT ACORN WAS RICHT 
THOSE GODDAMN SLAVERS WOULD HAVE BEEN HALFWAY To 


EVERTHELESS, IT WAS NOT WISE TO ATTACK A A 
SUPERIOR GROUP By YOURSELVES. 


BE HAVING YOU RISK YOUR LIVES 
IN A FOOLHARDY ATTACK. 


E DOCKED IN PAY, AN 
A MEDAL FOR TH 


» y 
y mæ bh 


e ROPHIN IS DOING AS WELL AS CAN BE 


NOW, I WONDER WHAT THE HELL MY 
ASS-GRABBING PARTNER IS UP TO? 


OVERBEARING, 
PIG- HEADED, 
IDIOTIC... 


SO TELL ME... HOW DID YOU COME TO BE WANDERING q 
THOSE WOODS ALL ALONE? IT'S NORMALLY MUCH SAFER ) 


P I.. WELL, I WAS LOOKING FOR WORK, IN 
BERKINSHIRE. IM A BARD. THE FURS IN 
CLENDONTON HAD LITTLE USE FOR ME, AND 
THERE WERE NO CARAVANS TRAVELLING THROUCH W 
THE WOODS, SO 1 WAS HOPING TO BE PICKED UP BY ONE. | 


7 YES, THEY... THEY DESTROYED IT. 
IT WAS ALL 1 EVER HAP ALL I 
WAS WORTH. 


A BARD? WAS IT YOUR HARP THEY BURNEDT 


= 


7 IT WAS MY WORLD. IT WAS GIVEN TO ME BY A FRIEND... THE BADGER WHO TAUCHT ME TO PLAY. 
IUS FUNNY, I COULD SOMETIMES FEEL HIM PLAYING THROUCH ME, LIKE I WAS JUST A PASSACE 
FOR HIS SPIRIT. 


oe 1 


I KNOW HOW THAT CAN BE. MY BOW WAS GIVEN TO ME By My 
FATHER, BACK WHEN I WAS ONE WITH THE MAYUK TRIBE. Pp 


— ÆRE HE TERRITORIES OF THE SOUTH SAFE FROM GUNTHER THE WILD'S 
DO FORCES. HOWEVER, I COULUN'T STAY THERE. THERE WAS TOOMUCH TO SEE, TOO MUCH 
TO DO. 1 NEVER QUITE FIT IN. 


I KNOW THE FEELING... ACORN? I HAVE TO TELL 
SOMETHING ABOUT ME. IF YOU ARE ANGRY WITH 
ME, 1 WOULU UNDERSTAND. 


I WON'T BE ANGRY, YOUNG ONE. YOU AWD! YOU ARE. NOT TO BLAME FOR THAT BLASPHEMY THEY 
AN AWFUL EXPERIENCE BEFALL YOU. me COMMITTED ON YOU! LOVING ANOTHER MALE 16 NOTHING 

== : i ] JO BE ASHAMED Ot, NOR IS IT CAUSE TO BE USED LIKE 

j | Is THAT! 


i: à 


L, L.. I SHARE IN THE Com 
LJILLINGLY. THAT'S WHY 1 WANDER. I WAS 
BANISHED FROM MY HOME FOR IT. THE 
SLAVERS FOUNP THAT OUT ABOUT ME, SO 
Po MAYBE IM TO BLAME. 


— 
¿MS 


BECAUSE IT IS THEIR NATURE. JUST AS (T 15 MINE N LOVELY TO BE SOLD OFF 
S i , FOR SOME RICH SCUM'S 


ANP SABRE'S NATURE TO FICHT AGAINST THEM, AND Y 
PROTECT THE INNOCENT, OR, (F NEED BE, AVENGE 4 
THEM. 


YOU SEE, THAT 1$ WHY I HAP TO 
LEAVE MY TRIBE AS WELL. I ALSO } 
ENJOY THE COMPANY OF MALES. 4% 


WAS ect 
YES, I DO. AND I THINK N 
YOU ARE QUITE ATTRACTIVE, Y 


AND WOULD NEVER LET 
HARM COME TO YOU. 
Pp 


HOW IN THE HELL DID I END UP WITH 
A CAY PARTNER? 


YOU STUPID CUB, 


COOP TO SEE YOU TOQ FATHER, 


PO YOU HAVE ANY IDEA HOW MANY PALMS I HAD TO 
GREASE TO CET YOU OUT OF THIS HELL HOLE? 

I SHOULD HAVE ” 

You ROT. 


BUT YOU DION’T, HONORED FATHER, AND 
I THANK YOU FOR THAT. 


IF IT WOULDN’T KILL YOUR MOTHER TO LEAVE 
YOU IN HERE... 


DON’T WORRY, YOU'LL NEVER I TRUST I WON'T, YOU WRETCHED BASTARD. 
FIND ME (N HERE AGAIN. 


YOU NEVER KNOW HOW MUCH YOU MISS THE NIGHT 
UNTIL YOU CAN'T SEE IT. 


SOMETHING I'VE NEVER HAD TO DEAL WITH. 1 
WHEN YOU BECOME HEAD OF THE THIEVE'S GUILD, YOU ) 
MUST LEARN DISCRETION. á 


I'VE LEARNED WHAT I MUST DO, BELIEVE ME FATHER. 


i ! 
AFTER I'VE TAKEN CARE OF SOME... 
PERSONAL BUSINESS. 


LENO manana... 


by Krahnos 
& 
James Clapton 


EINE 


The lights pulsed rhythmically. Bodies moved in time with the music. The room was dark, hot 
and full of furry bodies moving together. 


A good-sized gray wolf stood off to the side, just watching the room for a while. 


He was at one of the largest costume parties in town. In fact, furs from all over the country 
came to this one, and it was infamous. He had only heard about it at the last minute though. 
He’d gotten the basics from a friend who knew somebody who hung out with someone else 
that had gone to the party once years ago. The wolf's friend had been rather vague in his 
description of the events, possibly because they were both a bit out of it when the discussion 
came up. 


Suffice it to say, the wolf had spent his fair share of time just watching to see how things were 
done here. Supposedly you could find whatever you were looking for for a good time at this 
particular gathering. This was known as a party for yiffy furs and was held annually. But it 
was only a good time if you knew how to play it right. Or so he'd heard. He'd wall-flowered all 
night so far, but he hoped to get lucky tonight. He scanned the crowd in hopes of seeing 
someone that interested him. He hated having to rely on his vision alone, but with the amount 
of smoke in the air, not to mention the abundance of strong perfumes and colognes, he 
couldn't pick much up by smell tonight. He shrugged and squinted slightly into the darkness, 
hoping that his lupine night vision would be enough to find what he was looking for. 


He stretched a bit, rubbed an itchy spot on his back against the wall and continued to watch 
the crowd. He was a fur with quite a large frame, muscular and tall. He was quite imposing 
looking, even if a little shy sometimes. He had taken advantage of his natural attributes and 
chosen an appropriate costume. He was dressed as a high school jock, complete with a tight 
pair of jeans that emphasized his lower physique and a red and white letter jacket. The jacket 
showed it's age a little since it was once his dad’s, but seemed to fit okay. He looked a far cry 
from his usual self. He was a typically shy, mid-twenties call-center tech, and much more used 
to khakis and polo shirts than his current outfit. 


A particularly hard-thumping song had started up and the whole crowd moved wildly. Slowly, 
however, the center of the group parted as if by magic. The wolf leaned forward to see that 
the crowd had parted to show off a fur dancing up a sensual storm. The fur, a beautiful red 
vixen, was dressed as a Catholic schoolgirl. How perfect is that, the wolf asked himself. The 
wolf's eyes started at the floor, on the small black shoes that moved gracefully across the 
dance floor and followed the supple curves of her lower legs, covered with long, white socks. 
He blinked and nearly missed a flash of red-furred vulpine thigh as the fox's pleated skirt 
swished around in a twirl. 


The wolf felt an uncomfortable thickening in his sheath as he continued to mentally undress 
the dancing fox. Above her swishing skirt and wonderfully curved legs, she wore a white shirt 
covered by a sweater that matched the colours of her skirt. He noticed she was rather small 
chested, but that didn’t matter. He was more of an ass-man anyway, and from what he could 
see, this fox had a positively delicious rear under that bushy, red tail. And those eyes were 
really captivating, full of sultry wanting. They flashed a sparkling blue from across the room, 
and connected with his for a moment. 


, 


That was when the now very aroused wolf decided to make his move. He worked his way 
around the dance floor, close to the wall on the side where the fox danced. As the song 
finished and she left the dance floor amidst some applause, he was right there to offer her a 
drink. 

At the bar, the young fox gratefully took a tall glass of water. 

“Thank you, dancing like that really gets me quite hot.” 


The wolf’s sheath throbbed within his jeans as she spoke. He began to try and stutter out his 
name, too horny or too nervous to think straight. 


The fox gently put a soft black-furred fingertip to his muzzle. 

“Sssh, no names,” the vixen whispered with a lusty tone. 

As she leaned in close; he could smell her sweet perfume. “Just take me somewhere private.” 
He nearly came on himself as her soft cheekfur tickled his sensitive lupine ear. She took his 
paw in hers and led him away. He didn't stop to think until they got to the door of the men's 
room and the fox led him inside. 

“Are you sure about this?” 

“Look at the door love, it has a lock.” 

With a sly grin, the eager fox pulled him inside by the paw and quickly bolted the door. 

“Just relax, and let me show you a good time,” the vixen commanded. 

Within seconds, the pair was kissing passionately. The jock wolf could feel his companion’s 
paws pulling open his pants. Once he had stepped out of his jeans, he began to slip his jacket 
off, but the schoolgirl placed a paw on his shoulder and whispered, 


“Leave it on, it’s sexy.” 


He could only stand and throb as the talented vixen worked him over, teasing his maleness 
through his straining boxers and squeezing his tightly muscled rump. 


“Oh gods,” he whimpered as she gave him a little squeeze and began to slide down his boxers. 


“Oooh, you’re a big boy,” the fox squealed with delight once the wolf’s thick shaft was fully 
exposed in front of her muzzle. She buried her small black nose in the fur of his crotch, deeply 
breathing in his scent while nuzzling at the side of his shaft. 


The wolf gasped and moaned, letting the beautiful fox back him up against a tiled wall. She 
began to nurse his cock now, flicking her tongue against his dripping tip before sucking his 


hard shaft into her muzzle. The wolf was overcome, he*d never heard of a girl doing something 
like this before. Surely, this was something that only happened in stroke mags. 


Suddenly, the sensation ceased. He opened his eyes to look down at his new friend for the 
night. 


“Am | doing good Mr. Wolf?” She asked with an impish grin, eyes glowing. 

He couldn't hold himself back anymore; he had to have her now. The counter was at just the 
right height so he lifted her up and sat her down on it. The wolf took the fox in a deep, 
passionate kiss. As he kissed her, making her whimper with desire, one of his paws slipped 
slowly, teasingly, up her red-furred thighs and between her legs. He ran a paw lightly over her 
wettening panties, before slowly slipping inside to feel her... 


...thick male shaft! 


With a yelp, the wolf backed away quickly, leaving his very clearly male companion’s huge 
erection peeking out under his skirt. 


“What’s wrong lover?” the fox asked, genuinely confused. 
*Y-you're a- a male!” 


The fox giggled and reached down to stroke the thick shaft that was still sticking up out of his 
white panties. 


“Yep, it certainly feels that way. What else would | be?” 

The wolf was really dumbfounded now, and waved his paws back and forth. 

“| dunno, maybe a girl!” He nearly screamed. 

The fox chuckled to himself. “| would have thought you knew, there aren't any girls here.” 
“Wh-what?” 

“This is an all-male party. Didn’t you know that?” 

The wolf blinked repeatedly, then began to understand. The fox had started to laugh now, and 
the wolf felt his face grow red under his fur. His tail slowly curled around one leg, beginning to 
work its way up between his legs. He started to back away, not quite sure what to do. How 
could he have gotten so turned on by another male? He couldn't be gay, could he? He had 


just about reached the door and was stretching his paw out for the handle. 


“Hey, what’re you-” The fox cocked his head curiously. “You’re not going, are you?” He 
asked, a measure of disappointment in his voice. 


“Y-you tricked me fox.” 


“But, | didn’t. It’s not my fault! How come you came to an all gay party anyway?” 


“But-” the wolf covered his muzzle and whimpered. “I’m not gay.” 


The poor wolf looked a bit scared now, and the fox felt sorry for him in a way. 


“Aww, it's okay sweetie. Of course you're not.” The little fox had scooted off the counter now 
and made his way over to the wolf. “You just got a little confused is all.” 


“Um...yeah, that's right,” the big wolf stammered as the fox took him by the paw and led him 
back towards the counter. “My friend told me to come here...” 


The wolf allowed himself to be led by the paw. He’d thought his friend had just been drunk 
when he*d told him about this party because he hadn’t stopped giggling while giving the wolf 
directions. Now, he knew the real reason why. 


The fox looked back over his shoulder and tried to suppress the urge to lick his lips at the sight 
of wolf’s throbbing erection, which hadn’t gotten any less rampant. 


“Your costume is very...ah, convincing.” 


“Why, thank you wolfie,” the fox said flirtatiously as he sat back up on the counter so he was 
closer to eye level with the tall canid. 


“Maybe, it was a trick of the light...” 


“Very possible,” the fox agreed, stifling a giggle. 


Now that the wolf was standing close to the aroused fox, a thick, and 
distinctly male, musk filled his nose. 


"LI couldn't smell that you weren't female with the smoke and perfume 
and... and...” 


The wolf looked back up at the fox, who was now caressing his muzzle softly. 


“Listen to me wolfie, it’s okay. It doesn’t mean anything okay?” 


“Okay...” the wolf tentatively agreed, not quite sure what was happening now, his mind still 
clouded with his own arousal. 


“But, it did” the fox leaned down and gently took hold of the wolf’s still-hard cock “feel good, 
didn’t it?” 


“Ooooof,” the wolf whimpered as the soft paw began to stroke his swollen shaft. 


"We're all alone here wolfie, no one has to know if | make you feel good a little longer.” 


The fox rubbed his fingers over the tender crown of the wolf's cockhead, making his member 
drip precum and getting a stifled whimper from the wolf. 


The fox got up for a moment, turned around, and bent himself over the countertop again. He 
lifted his short skirt up, wiggling his tail as he did. He knew he had the wolf right where he 
wanted him, and he knew just what this needful but “straight” male wanted to hear. 


“Now get over here and fuck me like the naughty vixen you thought | was.” He commanded 
with a sly grin. 


The wolf stepped forward dumbly, breathing heavy and obviously being led by the dripping 
member protruding from his body. As he moved closer, the fox flicked his tail up again so that 
it was raised invitingly. The equally needy fox gave his would-be lover a great view of his 

upturned rear. The tight, silky panties outlined the perfect curves of his butt. He teased the 


wolf by slowly lowering them just to where the bottom curve of his rump met his upper thighs 
being very careful not to show off his more masculine aspects. The fox surreptitiously 
adjusted his erection so that it wasn't trapped against the counter-top under his body. He 
didn’t want it squashed under him, and he could somehow tell this wolf was going to give him a 
really good ride. 


The wolf gently caressed the smooth, red fur of the “vixen’s” rump. The fur was so soft, and 
felt wonderful under his paw. The aroused canid let a lusty growl slip out, barely audible under 
his breath. 


The fox shivered a little at the sound, “Yes wolfie, go on, you know you want to...fuck me now, I 
need it so bad.” 


Overcome with lust and desperate to see all of the fox’s beautiful body, he pulled the fox’s 
panties all the way down, revealing the rest of his perfectly round rear and slim thighs. 


The fox’s butt transfixed him. He pushed the bushy red tail up. The vulpine’s bottom was all 
red furred except for a small amount of white fur between the cheeks that ran up onto the 
bottom of his tail, and also below to his white-furred balls and inner thighs. He tried to ignore 
the impressive length of foxcock hanging below his “vixen”. He moved in close to the fox, their 
bodies pressed together, his throbbing wolfhood resting against the soft fur. His cock leaked 
pre on the fox’s fur, which was very soft and felt so good against his exposed cockhead. 


He didn’t think twice, he’d already come too far now and the fox was right, who would know? 
They didn’t even know each other’s names. He pressed his cockhead hard against the fox’s 
tight anus. The fox gripped the countertop as he felt himself being forced open. Luckily, the 
wolf was so turned on that he had produced enough precum to ease the entrance somewhat. 
As the fox’s slickened hole gave way, the wolf pushed forward urgently, swiftly burying his 
wolfhood between the fox’s soft, furry cheeks. As the thick length opened him up roughly and 
suddenly, the fox cried out. 


Momentarily terrified that someone might hear, the wolf reached out and clamped his right 
paw around the fox’s muzzle. He continued to whimper around the wolf’s paw, but could not 
cry out now. The big wolf held him tight like that, one paw on the counter for leverage and the 
other firmly around his muzzle. He held still for a moment, afraid he had hurt the small fox. 


After a moment, he removed his paw. He looked around nervously with the vulpine still 
impaled on his thick shaft. 


“Um, are you okay?” 

Inwardly, the fox groaned. This wolf obviously had never yiffed a male before; he had a lot to 
learn about taking things slow. Luckily, he liked things rough occasionally and the wolf was a 
very nice size so he was willing to take a little initial discomfort. Given the moment’s respite, 


he was more than ready for a good ride. 


“I’m fine wolfie, now give it to me!” 


The wolf grinned, his worries about yiffing a male being melted away by the pure pleasure of 
the fox’s tight rear clamping down on his hard member. He couldn’t recall a female being this 
tight. As the fox had asked for a good ride, he began humping hard into the vulpine’s tight 
rear. The thickness of his cock and the fox’s tightness forced him to take it siow at first, but 
after a few minutes of huffing and puffing, the wolf’s long, slow pumps had loosened up the fox 
enough for him to speed up a bit. 


“Ohhh, yes that feels good,” the fox moaned as the wolf's thick shaft opened him up wide. The 
fox’s own member drooled precum down onto the counter. He whimpered in frustration as he 
was unable to paw at himself, and he knew it would break the wolf’s straight fantasy if he 
asked him to paw him off. 


Then again, this teasing felt really, really good too. 

The wolf grunted as he pumped faster. He lifted up the fox’s tail and watched in satisfaction as 
his solid meaty shaft pounded in and out of the fox’s perfect rear. He loved watching his 
wolfhood disappear between those beautiful cheeks. He tried not to think about the fox he 


found so attractive being male fearing it would break his concentration. 


The little tug on his tail added even more stimulation to the anal penetration and the fox gasped 
with the dual pleasure. 


“Oh yes wolfie, pull my tail like that.” 
The wolf didn’t hold back, he gripped the fox’s bushy tail in the middle and pulled up firmly. 


“Ah!” The fox gasped. 


“Oh, you like that, eh.” The wolf grinned and gave the fox’s tail a couple more sharp tugs as he 
continued to pound his fat cock deep inside the willing “vixen” bent over before him. 


“Oh my-ahhhh yes. Harder! Fuck me harder!!” The fox cried out. 


The wolf no longer cared about keeping the fox quiet. The gasps of pleasure and the urging to 
take him hard made him want the fox even more. He continued to sharply yank on the fox's tail 
in time with his deep thrustings into his tight rear. He leaned over the fox, putting everything 
he had into humping the vulpine madly. Very soon he felt his knot begin to press against the 
needy tailhole beneath him. 


The fox was in heaven now. The wolf was taking him hard and fast, and that was exactly what 
he wanted. This party was for mindless yiffing and tonight he was a vixen in heat. He felt the 
wolf’s huge cockhead pounding repeatedly against his pleasure spot deep inside. He just 
needed a little more and he knew he would cum without even touching his raging hard 
foxcock. 


The wolf knew his knot was fully engorged and could tie with the fox now. He just wasn't sure 
if he should or even could with another male. His knot pressed insistently at the fox’s entrance 
with each inward thrust. 


“Um, should 1-“ 
Before he could get the question out, his partner snarled vvith desperation in his voice. 
“If you don’t, PII kill you. For yiff”s sake, tie with me!” 


Whether it was out of arousal or fear for his life, it didn’t matter; the wolf slammed his knot 
home at that moment. The sound that came from the fox wasn’t quite a scream, but it wasn’t 
far off. More like an extreme pleasure-filled yelp as his small body was overcome with the 
mixed pain and pleasure of his tailhole stretching hugely to allow the wolf’s fist-sized knot to 
enter. Not to mention the wolf had yanked hard back on his tail to help ram his knot in. The 
fox’s painfully hard cock bumped against the front of the counter he was obscenely bent over. 


The wolf almost lay down on top of the willing fox as he jackhammered his trapped cock 
against the fox's insides. He could only take a few short moments of the tight tailhole 
squeezing down hard behind his sensitive knot before he howled and filled the fox with his 
cum. The wolf's cock slamming and spurting inside him soon triggered the fox’s climax also. 
His eyes watered and he was nearly speechless with pleasure as his untouched foxhood 
pumped its load against the counter and onto the bathroom floor. The wolf filled him up with 
lupine cum just as his own balls were emptying in a very powerful orgasm. 


Both groaned in exhaustion and felt weak. The wolf slumped against the fox, trapping him with 
his body as well as his cock. 


“| haven't cum that hard in a long time,” the wolf said with a great deal of surprise in his voice. 


“Me neither...told you, you'd like it.” The fox panted underneath him. 


The big wolf gulped and had to admit to himself that the fox was right. It was the best sex he'd 
had in a really long time. 


After a few minutes of panting for breath and enjoying the afterglow, the wolf's knot had finally 
shrunk enough for him to pull out of the well-satisfied fox. 


He looked a bit guilty as he cleaned himself off and began to get dressed. He sighed as he 
caught the fox looking curiously at him. 


“Now, what do | do?” 


“Well, if you ever think you're ready to try some more, just give me a call.” 


The fox picked up his panties and retrieved a pen that had fallen from the pocket of the wolf’s 
discarded jeans. He scribbled something onto the crotch of the panties and tossed them to 
the wolf, who caught them deftly. The wolf just watched, wondering if he should say 
something, as the fox then cleaned off his shrinking cock before it shrunk back into his sheath. 
The fox smiled sweetly at the wolf as he unlocked the bathroom door. 


“Thanks for a really nice time, wolfie.” He said as he opened the door. “You're a natural,” he 
added as he left, “sexy.” 


“But?” He looked up just in time to see the fox’s bushy tail disappearing as the door closed 
behind him. 


The wolf scratched his head and wondered what to do next as he looked down at the silky, 
white panties. 


“Trevor 555-9433” 


— THEEND — 


* Special thanks to RailoWolf for the image of the dancing fox.* 
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Notes from the Editor 


This has been one of the most exciting and difficult publications | have 
yet put together. We initially were going to have this magazine printed 
by the original offset printing process, but decided to take a leap and 

try our hand at printing it ourselves. After many months and LOTS of 
cash out of pocket we now have the ability to print each magazine on 
demand, ensuring that we will never again run out of issues to send. We 
also now have the ability to print comics and magazines for others who 
would like to see their works in print but do not have the cash needed 
up front to use a commercial offset printing process. 


We apologize for the delay. We are planning at least 3 more issues this 
year filled with more furry goodness for everyone! We are also in the 
planning stages of two more breakaway stories to be published in their 
own separate comic formats! 


We hope you enjoy the quality and production value of our new magazine. 


ڪڪ یپ 


Want to have your work features in the FN Magazine? 


We are accepting submissions for future issues of the FurNation Magazine. If you are 
interested in submitting your original, previously unpublished comics or stories for possible 
publication, here are some guidelines for you to follow: 


Artwork and stories published in the FN Magazine are donated by their creators to help 
provide the revenue needed to support the FurNation system. The original creators of each 
work will still own and keep the copyright to their creations. FurNation does not ask, nor 
expects to have the ultimate copyright transferred on work actually used in the magazine. 
However, we will retain the right to republish the work (either as reprinted issues of “best 
of” compilations) and we ask that you refrain from re-printing or otherwise publishing 

or posting your work for one year from the time it appears in the FurNation Magazine. Even 
in the case of artwork, we only need the electronic version of the final piece. You can sell 
the original story boards (as applicable) at anytime. 


If you are interested in the complete details, including required formats for the images, 
number of pages desired, etc., please visit http://Submissions.FurNation.com or contact 
FurNation Multimedia at: Webmaster@FurNation.com 


http://www.FurNation.com 


“The Wanderer” will not be in the next issue, 
because it has become a BREAK AWAY COMIC! 
Krahnos is publishing “The Wanderer” in comic 
format, brought to you by FurNation Multimedia! 


Grab the next exciting edition and come visit 
our hosted websites for more outstanding 
anthropomorpic artwork and stories-at: 


